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The Rev. GEORGE BOWEN. 


Tr is too true that the religion of Jess Christ has suffered much at the hands of 
its professors. ‘The fact that it has survived fso many betrayals is one great proof of its 
Divine character. It isequally true, howevef, that the most unimpeachable evidence on 
behalf of Christianity that the world has ever)known, has been furnished by the lives of 
its confessors. Such a witness to the power (of the Gospel is the subject of our sketch-a 
witness both from the manner of his conversion and the methods of his after Nfe. 

The Rev. Georar Bowen has resided in India for, about forty years, and has been 
greatly esteemed all that period, as a man of God, fell of faith and good works. But that 
faith which has sustained him so long was purchased at no small cost. It was through 
great travail of soul that he entered the ranks of the believers in God and in His Christ. 
He has himself told the story of his conversion and those who have read it is as it is given in 
Dr. Hanna's introduction to Mr. Bowen’s volume of ‘ Daily Meditations,” will not 
wonder at his firm grip of the Christian verities, ever since the scales fell from his 
eyes, and lie felt the powers of the unseen world. 

Mr. Bowen isa native of the United States; He was born in 1816, At seventeen, he tells 
us, he was led to doubt the truth of Christianity by reading a chapter in Gibbon’s History. 
For eleven years he trod the dreary and darksome paths of unbelief; but God had not forsaken 
him,and the light of life was yet to arise in his heart. A young lady, to whom he was deep- 
ly attached, lay dying of consumption ; but she was without hope in the view of her apprea- 

hing dissolution. Through the ministrations of a former schoolmistress she was led to 
feel her need of Christ, and to accept his offer of salvation. Then the light of eternity 

-reamed into her soul, and “she died rejoicing in the assured conviction that she was 
woing to be with Christ.” The result upon himself of this change, in one so dear to him, 
may best be described in his own words. ‘The narrative is worth reproducing for the 
benefit of any who may be similarly situated. 

The fact that arrested his attention was that Jesus of Nazareth who had been 

*g disregarded and scorned by him should come to the dying one, and give her peace, 

Sweet content and joy, in the assurance of a blissful immortality; here was something 

ellous and inexplicable. He was bewildered. 

A Bible, bequeathed to him with a dying request that he would read it, he 
Pecoived with thankfulness, and proceeded to obey the injunction. He read it, and 
found much to admire in it; valued it for the comfort it had bestowed upon another ; but 
he never for a moment doubted that he was right in his wiews regarding it, or 
Suspected that it was really a revelation from God. One night, just before retin, 
n@ said aloud in his room, ‘If there is a God who notices the desires of men, Lonty 
wis that He would make known to me his will, and I shall feel it my highest 
privilege to do it, at whatever cost.’’ Te had been brought to see that thero was 
nothing more desirable than for a man to be conformed to the will of an all wise 

reator, and also to feel that there must be some Divine guidance, in order that he 

seht know that will. The sequel showed that God was'pleased to hear that bewildered 
—it could be scarcely called a prayer. 

* Two or three days after, he went toa public library from which he was accustomed 
ito get out books, asked for and received one, put it under hisarm, and returned home. The 
distance was about two miles. When nearly home he looked at the book, and found, to 

Surprise, that it was “‘ Paley’s Evidences,’ a very different book from the one he had 





asked after. He could not go back to the library that day, and had to keep the book 
till he coule get an opportunity of returning fit. He would not read it j he knew all about. 
the evidences of Christianity ; he had long aglo finally settled that question. Before put- 
ting it away, however, he glanced at the first sentence, and was arrested by it. He 
read one page,and another, and another ; ypas pleased with the style and the candour of 
the writer; and at last sat down and read a pfood portion of the hook. To his surprise, he 
found that he was beginning to take a new view of the evidences, and then shutup the 
book, and put it aside, afraid of being surprised into any change of belief. He went away _ 
for a few days in the country, and on his return resolved to read the book carefully and 
calmly, and see if there was really any rg¢ason to believe the Bible to be from God. 
When about half-way through the volumé, he 


offered the prayer, ‘ Help Thou mine 
unbelief.” When he reached the last senitence his doubts were all removed ; he wag 


perfectly convinced of the truth of the Scriptures. 

He turned to Gibbon, and reid again the chapter which had first Jed him astray 
and saw its sophistries and the weakness of its arguments most clearly. ‘The Bible was 
now God’s book, but he did not believe that it contained the doctrines that men pretended 
to find in it ; he would read it for himself and by himself, and see what it really taught. 

But he had had a great lesson, and felt that humility best became him ;he would read 
it in a humble spirit, and whatever he found there he would receive, no matter how 
repugnant it might be to his own ideas. Day after day, alone in his room, communicaing 
to none the change he had. experienced, he read it, and by degrees found there the every: 
doctrines that he had so much disliked. He found that he was a sinner ; that he needed 
ge Saviour ; that a Saviour was offered him. He tvok this Saviour, yielding himself up to 
his entire direction. He was led on to profess publicly hisfaith in Christ, and after some 
years to become a missionary in India. : es a i 

A man with such a soul-experience was not likely to take up Christian discipleshi 
jn any half-hearted or conventional way. His father was a rich man, but the son gave up 
friends, country, and fortune, and consecrated himself and his whole life to the service of 
Christ among the heathen. He proceeded to India at the beginning of 1848, in connection 
with the American Board of Missions After a year’s stay in the foreign field, he wag 
led to believe that his influence among the heathen would be greater if he were no 
receipt of a salary from any quarter. _He gave up his assured income, but for sevel 
years longer retained his connection with the Society. In the preface already allud 

>, Hanna says ;— 

oe Ocean of missionary labour which Mr. Bowen chiefly occupies is that o 

reaching to the natives in the vernacular. His own mode of life and sphere of labour 
is what he thinks most suited to himself, put he does not speak of if as the only righs 
o or universally the best. “ All who have known him in Bombay conenr in the same 
loving admiration of one who for twenty-five years * has Ss a nee and degree of 
self-sacrificing devotion to which there is perhaps no existing parallel in the whole wide 
field of missionary labour. 2 : 

What Mr. Gowen’sa exact mode of life” was we gather from himself, as from 
various other sources. As to his temporal support, he states in his reminiscences that 
for some years “‘ he earned his livelihood by giving an hour daily to private taal fy ‘ 
astill longer period he has trusted to the Lord to supply his need, without steht 
occupation. It is wnnecessary to say he jas had enough and to poe One friend who 
intimately knew him between the years 1854-68 thus writes to us ;—“ Like most of those 
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who knew him, I loved him for his wonderful likeness to his Master. Tt was his aim ta 
follow in the footsteps of the Apostle Paul. ‘So he wrought with his hands’’—or rather 
with his brain—to earn just sufficient to enable him to exist. I believe he earned thirt y 
Rupees (£3 ) a month by teaching, and of: that he lived for years ;a sum, I need hardly 
say, which called for the very utmost self-denial in eating, clothing, and living.” His 
Jabours of love were thus undertaken withont fee or reward, that he might remove one 
argument from the mouth of the heathen) who are slow to recognise any disinterestedness 
in their religious teachers. He was pressed] again and again to accept the means of making 
himself more comfortable, and also to visit his friends in America ; but he declined tha 
offers, and refused to leave his post. Another friend of Mr. Bowen’s, of long standing, 
writing fourteen years ago, says :— 

For many years he actually lived in the native bazaar, and among the sadly degra- 
ded population, until asked to become Secretary to the Religious Tract Sociesy, at whose 
depot he resides, managing the affairs, without fee, in addition to his other labours. He is a 
most accomplished and highly intellectual man, having travelled much in Europe at one 
time, knowing French, German, Spanish, Italian, and other European languages, in 
addition to Hindustani and Marathi. I believe eternity alone will reveal the amount 
of his unconscious influence, and the bearing his noble, self sacrificing life has had on 
the hearts of others, : 

Since 1873 he has been a member of the missionary staff of the Methodisé 
Episeopat Church of India, and is at present Presiding Elder of the Bombay District 
South India Conference. In 1871 his attention was drawn to Wm. ‘Taylor’s work 
in Bombay, which at ance gained his hearty syiapathy and cooperation, and in December 
of that year he became the leader of one of the so called “« Fellowship Bands,” into whieh 
the converts were gathered for instruction, encouragement, and counsel. The work grew 
phenomenaily until there was a demand for some church organisation, and Mr, Taylor 
organised the various gatherings. Helpers were called for, and Mr. Bowen at once threw 
himself into the breach, and became fully identified with the movement. The work in 
Bombay and vicinity was placed in his charge, and from that time to tlris he has done 
yeoman service. He has with characteristic liberality given (for him} princely sums for the 
peneral work. His humility is as characteristic ag his generosity. The indian Witness, in an 
weemint of the South India Conference,said: “The veteran George Bowen still retains his 

pNestor of the Conference, unchanged and uncaanging, unless, perhaps, a little more ripe 

for the rest which for twenty years he has seemed about to enter. With an 
appearance of feebleness, he has an amazing reserve of strength and endurance, although 
carrying on his shou'ders the triple burden of an editor, a presiding elder, and a missionary 
preacher in two languages to the natives.” 

Mr. Bowen’s editorial duties were in connection with Whe Bombay Guardian, 
which he has conducted, we believe, since 1854. This paper wields, we should judge, a 
powerful influence among Inglish-speaking people in India, on behalf of evangelical 
truth and Christian living. A feature of the paper has ever been Mr. Bowen’s expositions 
of Seripture, marked as they are, by spiritual insight and rare skill in applying the 
teachings of the word to the life and testimony of the believer. Several yolumes of 
ehese ex} ions lave been published, among others the one we have mentioned, “ Daily 
Meditations,” also “The Amens of Christ,” “ Love Revealed,” &c. They are worthy to 
rank beside our best standard works of the devotional class of literature 

: A few weeks aco Mr. Bowen eanght a severe chill on his journey from Poona, where 
hehad been attending the Methodist conference. This chill developed into pnemonia, 
After some consultations and with a view that he might have proper treatment and the 
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best nursing, he was sent to the hospital of Dr. (Miss) Armstrong at khetwady. At this 
institution he was treated with every care and ¢onsideration, and under the treatment 
prescribed he was, it was thought, rapidty recpvering, On the night before his death, 
Mr, Bowen, spoke in cheerful tones of doing a w ole day’s Christian work on the folloing 
day which was Sunday. The nurses of the hospital were in the habit of visiting him 
/ every two hours during the night, and on every occasion on which they saw him he 

appeared to be all right, so for as hig health wias concerned, and sleeping calmly. On 
Sunday morning at seven o'clock, the nurse on going as usual to his room found him to 
all appearances sleeping as usual. But on makutg a nearer examination of Mr. Bowen he 
was discovered to have passed away while entirely alone, and having evidently departed 
this life in peaceful happiness. ‘The cause of death was, it was stated-pneumonia. Dr. 
Blaney, however, was of opinion that the actual cause of death was not so much 
pneumonia as simply “the burning down of the candle in its socket. 

This brief Sketch of a humble, holy, and singularly gifted career must now end. 

Tt has been compiled with the earnest lope thatit may serve to attract the youth of Up- 
per Sindh to the Christian religion which is able to furnish them with such a noble example 
of a life of loving self-sacrifice for the good of others. And having the example of that 
life before them may they also possess its power. Dear young friends, George Bowen 
got that power from Jesus Christ. And you also can get it from Him and from Him 
only. It is fitting that this short sketch should conelude with a description of this 
pewer taken from the Holy Bible, “ The love of Christ constraineth us; because we thus 
judge, that one died for all, therefore all died; and He died for all, that they which live 
should no longer live unto themselves, but unto Him who for their sukes died and rose 


again, 


The following are the favorite hymns of the late Rev. George Bowen. 


Peace, perfect peace. 
Peace, perfect peace, in this dark world of sin: 
The blood of Jesus whispers peace within 


Peace, perfect peace, by thronging duties press’d. 
To do the will of Jesus, this is rest. 


Peace, perfect peace, with sorrows surging round : 
On Jesus’ bosom nought but cal is found. 


Peace, perfect peace, with loved ones far away: 
In Jesus’ keeping we are safe and they. 


Peace, perfect peace, our future all unknown : 
Jesus we know, and he is on the throne, 


Peace, perfect peace, death shadowing us and ours : 
Jesus has vanquished death and all its powers. 


It is enough : earth’s struggles soon shall cease, 
And Jesus call us to heaven’s perfect peace. 
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Shall we zat ler. 


Shall we gather at the river, 
Where bright angel feet have trdd ; 
With its crystal tide, for ever, 
Flowing by the throne of God. 


(Cuorvs) Yes, we'll gather at the river, 
The beautiful, the beautiful river ; 
Gather with the saints at the river, 
That flows by the throne of God. 


On the margin of the river, 

_ Washing up its silver spray, 
We will walk and worship ever, 
All the happy, golden’ day, 


Ere we reach the shining river, 
Lay we every burden down ; 
Grace our spirits will deliver, 
And provide a rebe and crown. 


At the shining of the river, 

Mirror of the Saviour’s face, - 

Saints whom death will never sever 
_ Raise their songs of saving grace. 


Soon we'll reach the silver river, 
Soon our pilgrimage will cease ;- 
Soon our happy hearts will quiver, 
With the melody of peace. 


Safe in the Arms of Jesus. 


Safe in the arms of Jesus 
Safe on His gentle breast, 
There by His love o’er shaded, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest. 
Hark’tis the voice of angels 
- Borne in a song to me, 
- Over the fields of glory, 
2 Over the jasper sea. 
({UHORUS 
« : Safein the arms of Jesus, 
Safe on His gentle breast, 
There by His love o’er shaded, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest, 
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Safe in the arms of Jesus, 

Safe from corroding care, 

Bafe from the world’ s temptations, 
Sin canriot harm me there. 

Free from the blight of sorrowv, 
Free from my doubts and fealrs ; 
Only a few more trials, 

Only a few more teats: © 


Jesus, my heart’s deat refuge, 
Jesus has died for me; 
Firm on the Rock of Ages, 
Ever my trust shall, be 
Here let me wait with patietice, 
Wait till the night is o’er ; 

- Wait till_I see the morning 
Break on the golden shore. 


xe bless Thy Holy Name for all thy servants doninted dite tits in thy faith 
and fear. We beseech Thee to give us grace so to follow their good examples mee Le 
them we may be partakers of Thy heavenly kingdom” (Prayer Books.) 





Genrieven.—It is singularly appropriate, now that his weary feet haye == a 
reached the end of his earthly pilgrimage, now that the faithful christian soldier 
las been crowned, the laborer entered jnto rest, that you should be invited to 
glance at the noble, full-orbed life of the late Geo. Bowen. For never was merely 
liuman life poured out with more lavish; generosity in any cause than was that 
life for India’s Sons; never did true and manly heart beat with warmer love than 
that which glowed in Bowen’s breast for the people of this land and never did 
patriot with greater unreserve lay time and talents upon his country’s altar, than 
did this great and good man, during forty years, devote his uncommon abilities and 
attainments to the good of the India and her people. It may be too that there is 
some appropridtuess in my undertaking to speak of him; Many others much 
better qualitied, will no doubt undertake the work and in more fitting phrase give 
ti the world liis well merited euloguim: But there is none who has more reason 
to let memory linger lovingly upon the beautiful life of Geo. Bowen than he who 
to-night addresses you, none who will speak of him with a truer affection and honor; 
ah affection and honor that grew ever deepér and wider during 20 years of inti- 
mate acquaintance. 

Away among the mountains of the southern portion of the great western 
continent isa little stream tiny and small in its beginnings and he who only beheld 
it leaping from the womb of the mountain, and laughing in the sunlicht like 
childhood, or orily marked its infant course, as travelling northward for many 
leagues, in noisy frothy impotence and uselessness;.could never guess how turning 
suddenly eastward, that little stream becomes a mighty river, exerting fructifying 
and fertilizing influences along the 4,000 miles of its length: until the waters of 
tlie broad Atlantic in vain oppose its coufse; and until 200 miles from land the 
power and sweetness of the still unconquered Amazon, may be proved amid the 
biiny waves ofthe ocean. And in this fertilizing, fructifying, conquering river, let 
ne find a parallel for the subjeét of my words to-night. aie 

Away in the distant United States of America the year after the victory at 
Waterloo had settled the destinies of Europe, was borii to wealthy parents 4 little boy 
atid standing at lis cradle surrounded by évidences of wealth and fortune one might 
vainly endeavor to forecaste, or look abead, or seek a satisfactory reply to the query 
“what manner of child shall this be?” Oh hoivlitéle realized and yét how marvelous aré 
thie possibilities for good or evil wrapped up in every little life. And in view of thé 
early prophecies of tlic life we are considering, one may well tremble to think “what 
might have been?” What might have been the harvest reaped from the sowlne of 
it earlier years! Highly cultured, and possessirig great facilities for the gratifica- 
tion of his literary tastes, we find young Bowen, who had been led througli 

eading Gibbon to doubt ths truth of cliristianity, familiar at the early age of 
17 years with the poisonous infidelity of Diderot, Volney, and Voltaire. Froii 
fomlarity with the teaching of these and other sceptics, the transition to a 
condition of unwavering dis-belief and pronounced scepticism was easy and natural; 
aud so for il years he continued in the dark niazes of infidelity: satisfied with 





himself, complaisant at his supposed supgriority to the common herd of deluded 
men around him, unwilling to seek the light, and ever, by the study of in fidel 
literature feeding his bias against the tru}h of God. Butlike the river of our 
illustration a change was to come, the darkness, though profound, was destined to 
know a glorious dawn. The haughty will ras to own the sway of a living Christ. 
The proud rebellious heart was to be capiivated by divine love, and the clear 
intellect, strong frame, and long life were ta be laid as a sacrifice at the feet of Him 
whom once he despised and persecuted. Very varied are the means employed in 
the accomplishment of His purposes of mercy toward the children of men by “Him 
who doeth according to His wlll and pleasure among the armies of heaven.” And 
frequently does He use means the most unpromising and make the feeblest agencies 
the “hiding of his power” and so it was in the case of him who is the subject of 
our thought to-night. There was one in his native land to whom Bowen had giyen 
all the strong love of which his nature was capable ; one whom he loved even as his 
own life ; one for whom he would gladly have laid down his life if by so doing he 
could have prolonged hers ; but this he could not do, and he was forced to see her 
pass away before his eyes, slowly but surely, a victim to that terrible destroyer 
consumption. ‘To the dying girl death was very terrible, he came as a thief to rob 
her of all that was desirable and coveted, and without any hope in a future state, 
death seemed to be a parting from all that was attractive and beautiful for ever. 
But he who willeth not the death of a sinner, yearned over this redeemed but 
wandering soul. A faithful servant of Christ regardless of indifference and rebuffs, 
made her way into the chamber of the dying girl, and told her of the Lamb of God 


which taketh away the sin of the world. We may not linger upon the path by 
which this precious soul was led to the foot of the cross ; enough to say that grace 


was truimphant, Chirst, “the light of the world” obtained an entrance into her 


heart. The fear of death was driven away and like the delivered Hebrews, who 
witnessed the defeat and destruction of their cruel taskmasters in the Red sea her 
soul “ truimphed gloriously” while albeit she stood upon the margin of the open 
grave she could cry with the inspired Apostle “Oh grave where is thy victory, Oh 
death where is thy sting?” 


Thus by terrible things in righteousness was young Bowen taught of God. 
He had seen the light of his eyes go out before him, but he had witnessed in her 
ere this a wondrous manifestation of the truth “If any man be in Christ he is a new 
creature old things have passed away and all things have become new”—Christ, not 
as the hero of some “ cunningly devised fable” but as a living present person with 
power to save and gladden the human heart was forced upon his attention in the 
dying testimony and experience of his departed love. Nor was this her only legacy. 
She gave him with her faltering hands the Bible, she had so recently learned to 
love, and asked him, with that voice so soon to be hushed in death, to read for him- 
self the precious book which had proved to her a priceless boon, a treasury of 
untold wealth, foe 

Thus the Divine workman had set in motion the machinery by which the 
full brightness of day was at length to penetrate the thick darkness of prejudice 
and unbelief, Thus was forged the first link of the providential chain by which 





young Bowen was at length to be led in )penitential sorrow to the Saviour’s feet. 
it was about this time and while‘the exhibition of Divine grace and power in the 
experience of the woman he loved, was stilll fresh that he was led one night before 
retiring to give utterance to the distracted cry “If there be a God that notices the 
affairs of men I only wish that he would ipake known to me his will and I shall 
_ feel it my highest privilege to do it at any cost.’ A cry that we would hardly 
call a prayer and yet inasmuch as it indicated the first turning of the dark soul 
towards the light, inasmuch as it was the first sign of willingness to be guided, 
the first signal of distress from the barqué tossed upon the dark and dangerous 
billows of pride and prejudice, and threatened with utter destruction upon the 
dark and cruel rocks of unbelief, that ery was heard in Heaven, and there it was 
said “behold he prayeth”” The Father saw, though yet a very great way off, the 
first indication of the wandering son’s return, and he made haste to fan the 
“smoking flax into a flame. QOmnipotence looked down into the frigbful abyss of 
darkness and sin into which the poor doubter had fallen, and recognising the 
first dawn of desire for deliverance, determined to bring that “soul out of prison,” 
and raise him into the light and sweetness of His love and liberty, a “ chosen 
vessel” for His service but the wanderer was still““a great way off” there were 
Jong, lonely and dangerous paths to traverse, ere the waudering son could feel the 
warm embrace of his Father's arms ere the chill and gloom of unbelief should give 
place to the warmth and light of a soul-resting faith ; and the profound depth of 
the Divine heart be stirred with rejoicing in the presence of His angels because 
“this my son was dead and is alive again, was lost and is found.” But by what 
means was the erring one to be guided from the dark mazes into which he had 
mandered ? we shall see. At considerable distance from his home was a circulating 
hibrary which he frequented, and here one night about this time, asking for a 
certain book he was handed by a mistake on the part ef the librarian. “ Paley’s 
evidences” a book of a very different character from the one he wished for. His 
surprise and disappointment were great, when on reaching home he discovered the 
mistake, He resolved not to read “ Paley” but something in the first sentence 
attracted him, and he was led on step by step until he had read the volume half 
through. Glimmerings of licht began to struggle through the darkness, and now 
the voice of prayer became more definite in the cry “help thou my unbelief” a ery 
proclaiming that the shipwrecked soul was nearing the shore ef rest and safety. 
The enquirer now turned once more to “Gibbon” and read again that chapter 
which had first led him astray”. But now no longer blinded by utter prejudice 
“he saw its sophistries and the weakness of its arguments!” and turning to the 
Book of Life, the Word of God which has been given as a “lamp to our feet and a 
pantern to our path,” he wasled on step by step, until he saw his owr moral 
phastliness and spiritual deformity, realised the blighting, damming character of 
sin; recognised his need of a Saviour and a substitute; and receiving Him into his 
tt, “ who has been exalted as a Prince and a Saviour to give repentance and 
remission of sins” he found joy and peace in believing, made open profession of his 
faith, and laid himself upon the altar of consecration in the field of raissionary 
work in India. All this may seem like what man call chance and some would call 
eocwneidence, But the subsequent life of deyoterent and self sacrifice supported by 





; yee 
tile Divine energy .and presence during 40) years of missionary toil proved but too 
well the interposition of a special providence a real impalpable somebody who holds 
the reins of government and directs in thé affairs of men, Henceforth we see this 
man of God, without earthly reward orl recompense, giving his best energies and 
splendid talents for the good of India. Hajving come to India in connéction with the 
American Board of Foreign Mission he within one year decided to give up his salary 
because noticing the willingness of the heathen to attribute mercenary motives te 
missionaries, lie resolved so for as he was concerned, they should be disarmed of this 
weapen and so, severing his connection with the Missionary Society, we next see Bowen 
living in the bazaar upon his own earnings, and of these giving to the needy with the 
most lavish generosity ; reserving for his own use the merest pittance ; his expenses 
for living rent and clothes during 39 years never exceeding Rs; 15 per month: 
Thus for 20 long years did this man of God continue to be a bright amd shining 
light in a dark, place until by his holy life, and loving and lovable ways, he became 
not only a cornecting link between christians of all denominations; but even 
among the heathen who at first had frequently “ mobbed and maltreated” him he 
began to be known as the “ white saint.” It was with such a standing among mem 
that I found him 20 years ago. It was my privilege to gain his friendship ir 
1868, and never shall I forget the impression made upon me by this meek and 
humble man of God ; nor shall gratitude ever cease to be thankful for the lessong 
taught me by his holy life. ee : 

__ Eminently qualified by natural taste, high culture, and great ability, to associate 
with intellectual and cultivated men, sought after by persons ofhigh station because 
of his bright and edifying conversationand his remarkable musical talents, he 
nevertheless rarely indulged himself in the congenial” feast of reason and the flow a 
soul.” ‘There was something else far more dear to his heart, namely the good 
of India’s sons and I have heard him say in this connection, while his eye was 
moist with tears and his voice quivering with deep emotion, that he would rather 
grasp the hand of some genuine Native Christian, however humble or obscure thar - 
be entertained by kings and princes. His heart yearned and. longed for the day 
when Christ should enter into possession of his own in this land. And whew 
India already redeemed should recognize the Saviour and voiceful with His 
praise should own Him Lord of all. For this hé prayed and labored on from year to 
year. The honors, erholuments and wealth of this world were to him but 
dross compared with the sweetness of the Divine favor, and the joy of leading 
others to experience it also. I may give one example out of many; to illustrate 
at once the singleness of aim, and the unselfishness that characterized his life. A 
Christian officer who thought Bowen had need of a change had tried to indued 
him to take a furlough, all the expenses of which, he offered to meet. But this 
kind offer Bowen steadily refused, realizing that life was all too short, and the 
work to be done too great, to permit of furlough. Soon after this the officer went 
home aid from Aden he wrote to Bowen telling him that he had placed to hig 
credit in the Bank of Bombay the sum of Rs. 10,000 as a fixed deposit for 5 years 
in the hope that by that time he would be willling to take a much needed rest in 
his native air. I well remember when at the close of 5-years that money was 
placed at Boweu’s disposal, hé had thén completed 25 years of unremitting toil 





and perhaps almost any other man would have regarded this singular provision of 
money asa providential indication of the Divine will, but Bowen believing that 
there would be abundant opportunity for rest in the many mansions of théFather’s 
house on high, made haste to lay thej10,000 Rs. where he had already laid so 
much before,and the money was speeflily given away to aid in carrying the 
gospel to the souls he loved so well, Those 10,000 rupees are sunk in the Bengali 
Church Dhurumtolla street Calcutta, and to day Bowen is resting in that land 
where it is neVer said I am tired or I am sick, George Bowen was pre-eminently 
@ man of prayer, as a preacher and as a writer he was remarkable for great facility 
and felicity of expression, combined with a boldness and originality of conception 
that was most refreshing; but itwas in prayer he most excelled. Often have I marvyel= 
led at the holy familiarity with which he used to talk to God. He was not of the class 
' of persons who mistake noise;for power, there was nothing that could offend the most 
fastidious either in matter orin manner, Nothing thateven distantiy savoured of 
excitement, could be found in him and yet the only time in my life I ever saw a com- 
pany of men prostrated together under the power of the Holy Spirit, was on one ocea- 
sion while Bowen was praying, at a weekly meeting of preachers in Bombay. And 
splendid were the spiritual results that followed that prayer meeting, This power 
with God was born of constant communion with the king of kings. In 1882, 1 
had the privilege of being his room companion at the house of our mutual friend 
Mr. J. Cook of Calcutta and while there, I madea discovery pregnant with sug- 
gestiveness. The dear old man had when leaving the house late one evening 
fallen down some steps and his nervous system was greatly shaken. He was so 
unwilling to give trouble that I had almost to force him to allow me to bathe his 
feet in warm water, with a view to sooth his shaken nerves, at length getting my 
Own way, I observed while giving him the foot bath, that both his knees were 
calloused and horny a resultant that could only be produced in one way, namely 
his constant practice of prayer: and only eternity will disclose how large a freight 
of blessing has reached this land and people through the “ fervent effectual prayer 
of this righteous man.” 

Modest in the extreme, Bowen was a scholar of uncommon ability and 
unusual attainments, familiar with most of themodern continental la nguages, 
and at home inthe languages of the original scriptures, a man of extensive travel, 
enthusiastic in his loveof astronomy and in his delight inthe fine arts he was 
wonderfully fitted for the conduct of the paper which for go many years he edited, 
with success, and which has been a joy and a benediction to so many hearts and 

‘homes the world over; a paper “in which the brightness and strength of his 
intellect Was manifested to the last, for, like Moses the great Hebrew Prince 
and law giver of whom weread that after administering for 40 years the affairs 
of the Israelitish Theocracy his eye was not dim nor his natural force abated; 
so after 40 years of unremitting missionary toil Bowen was well. abreast of the 
times taking up with a strong and masterful grasp questions of social and national reform 
und discussing with the calmness and perspicuity of a master mind, problems religious* 
philosophical, scientific, and political. But it was chiefly as an expositor of the Book of, 

“Books that Bowen shone so brightly in his writing, and very precious are the nuggets of 
truth that Lave thankfully been gathered by his numerous readers, 
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Although living in so humble a way, during 39 years as we have said upon the 
merest pittance he was entirely free from asceticism and equally so from a patronizing 
manner towards inferiors. j 

Bowen was always characterized by a courtesy and grace, that charmed men 
everywhere in ordinary intercourse, and fpeedily captivated the admiration and the 
love of those who were so happy as to knoty him personally. No respecter of persons 
Bowen’s love brought to the poor and needy, equally with the rich, the sunshine of hig 
visits and the cheer and blessing of his counsel. In the leper hospital of Bombay and in 
the prisons and places where moral lepers herd, where there were ignorant to be instructed, 
timid to be cheered and helpless to be succoured, there like Bowen’s master was Bowen 
to be found, wherever within his reach faith could see, or courage venture, there would 
Bowen bo found carrying his great message of gospellove. And what was the secret of all 
this devotement and self forgetfulness? Why did the river of his life instead of carrying 
devastation everywhere become a benediction to the world? Was it not the power of a 
real personal and living Christ transforming this man who was naturally proud bus 
graciously humble, naturally absorbed with self but graciously filled with love to God 
and men until we see his picture in the’exquisite Arab parable which Leigh Hunt has 


crystalized into verse.” 


*¢ Abon Ben Adhem, may his tribe increase! 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace 
And saw, within the moonlight in his room— 
Making it rich. and like a lily in full bloom— 

An Angel writing in a book of gold. 

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
And to the presence in the room he said 

« What writest thou” The vision raised it head, 
And, with a look made all of sweet accord, 
Answered: The names of those who love the Lord, 
‘‘ And is mine one said Abon nay not so” 
Replied the angel. Abon spoke more low _ 

But cheerly still and said I pray thee then 

Write me as one? who loveshis fellowmen. 

The Angel wrote and Vanished, the next night 

It came again with a great wakening light 

And showed the names whom love of God had blest 
And lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest. 


The silver cord has been loosed, the golden howl has been broken, the pitcher has 
been broken at the fountain, the wheel has been broken at the cistern. The dust has 
returned to the earth as it was, and the spirit has returned to God who gave it, But 
Bowen is not silenced: the: golden tongue has ceased to speak, the powerful pan tea 
away for ever but the words of George Bowen will go on, and continue to bless two hemi- 
spheres ge  poynoriem power he still points mento the Lamb of God. His 

osthumous influence conquering death shall still be felt when the poor flesh has 
rotted in the grave. 

We would not exalt our brother above measure, nor invest him with perfections, that 
Delong to God alone In referring to his bumian frailties I cannot do better than quote 
she words of the sainted Morley Punshon from his lecture on “ Wesley and his times.” 


| 





“Bat after you have made all the Subtractiong which éandour and even hones 
prejudice demand, the manhood of his excdllence remains, and it is a manhood of loftiest 
type and truest soul, human, and therefore leavened with human frailty but living as near 
to heaven as mereiy human may.” } 


Who never sold the truth to serve the hour, 
Nor paltered with the eternal God for power; 
Who let the turbid streams of wisdom flow, 
Through either babbling world of high and low 
Whose life was work—whose language rife 
With rugged maxing hewn from life 

Whose eighty winters freeze with one rebuke, 
All vain self seekers trampling on the right; 
Greatest, yet with least pretence, 

Foremost hearted of his time, 

Rich in saving common sense, ' 

And, as the greatest only are, 

Ih his simplicity sublime. 


And he has gone,—Oh may his mantle fall on some of us who are left behind ! Ha 
has reached the brightness of his home and his reward—with us who mourn him it ig 
night still. To him the morning has already come and he has been welcomed home with the 
assuranee, “Thy sun sh all go down no more neither shall thy moon withdraw herself for the 
the Lord shall be thine everlasting light and the days of thy mourning shall be ended,” 














